

It will not be auoided but by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I mud call you fo,) 

Be theatturney of my loue to her. 

Pleade what 1 will be, not what I haue bene, 

Not by dcfcrtsjbut what I will deferue, 

Vrge the ncccfficie and date of times. 

And be not pecuifli, fond in great ddfignes. 

Shal I be tempted of thediaell thus? 

King. I, if thcdiuell tempt thee to doo good, 

^Shall 1 forget my felfe, to be my felfe. 

I, if your felfos remembrance, wrong your felfe. 
But thou didft kill my children. 
k, *£- But in your daughters wombe.I buried them, 
Wherein thatneft offpiccrie they fhall breed, 

Selfes ofthemfeluesjtoyour rccomfiture. 

Qw. Shall I go winne my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happie mother by the deedc. 

Q. I goe,vvriteto me very fhortlie, 

Ktn. Bearehermy trueloueskifIe,farewcl Exit. 
Relenting foole, and fhallow changing w'oman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. My gracious foueraigne, on the wefteme coaft, 
Rideth a puiflant Nauic. T o the fliore. 

Throng many doubtful! hollow harted friends, 
Vnarmd,and vnrefolud to beate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond istheir Adtnirall, 

And there thy hull, expecting but the aide, 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them a fhore. 

King. Some light-fbote friend, port to the Duke ofNotfF. 
RatcliflFe thy felfe, or Catesbie, where is he? 

Here my Lord. 

\ King. Flic to the Duke, pod thou to Salisburie, 
Whfrythou corned therc,dull vnmindfull villaine, 

W hy ftapdft thou dill? and goeft not to the Duke. 

Cat. Jr irft mightic foueraigne , let me know your oaindty 
Whac.w>m your grace, I (hall deliucr them. 

Kmg. 0,truc good Catesbie, bid him leuie draight. 

The greated drength and power he can make, 

And meets me prefentlie &t Salisburie. 
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of Richard the third. 

Rat. What is it your hignesplcafore,I dial do at Salibury? 
Kmg. Why, what wouldd thou do there before I gof 
Rat, Your highnefle told me I fhould pod before.. 

Km. My mind is changd fir, my minde is changd. * 

How now, what newes with you? 

Enter Darbie. 

'ZV.None good my Lord, to plcafeyou with the hearing, 
Nor none fo bad,but it may well be told. 

Kmg. Hoiday,a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why doed thou runne fomany mile about, 

When thou maid tell thy tale a nearer way.. 

Once more, what newes? 

Dar. Richmond is on the Teas, 

King. There let him finkc,and be the feason him* 

White liuerd runnagatc,what doth he there? 

Dar, 1 know not mightie foueraigne, but by guefle. 

King, Well fir,as you guefle, as you guefle. 

Dar. Sturd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham and Ehe, 

He makes for England, there to claime the crowne. 

King. Is the chaire Emptic 5 is the fword vnfwaicdf 
Is tlife king dead i the empire vnpofleft? 

What heirc of Yorke is there aliuc but we? 

And who is Englands king, but great Yorkcs heire 2 
Then tell me, what doet h he vpon the fea? 

Dar. VnlefTe for that my liege, I cannot guefTc. 

King. V nlefleforthatjhc comes to beyour liege, 

You cannot guelle, wherefore the Welchman comes. 

Thou wilt reuolt,and die to him I feare. 

‘Dar. No mightie liege, therefore riiidrud me not. 

K mg . Where is thy power th cn ,to beate him backef 
Where are thy tennants,and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the Wcdemc flforc? 

Safe condufting,the rebels from their fhips. 

Dar. No my goodLord,niy friendsare in the North. 
K/^.CoId friends to Richard, what do they in the North! 
When they fhould ferue,their foueraigne in the Wed. 

Dar. They hauenot bin commaunded, mightie foueraigne. 
Pfoafc it your Maiedic to giuc me Icauc, 
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